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the above poem. I went to see the old white-headed
and bearded man. Half-naked and in irons, he was
squatting on the ground. With great firmness did he
walk up before our guns with his son. Our men
fastened his hands and feet to the wheels before the
muzzle. A more ghastly sight I never saw before, as
the blowing away of these two men. Arms and heads
went high up into the air, and nearly the whole was
afterwards left a prey to dogs and birds; till in the
evening some remains .were picked up and carried to
the Eanees/'

Through God's mercy the Europeans in Jubbulpore
weathered the storm which blew for a long period on
every side of them; and the mission was preserved,
although on one occasion the rebels tried to set fire to
the bungalow.